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Feathers Lost 
by 
John Arends 
Journalism 4 
—a rendering, with apologies to Suzanne Grosse — 
/ am not as old as men, 
though men have aged me. 
I am old in a moment. 
Not as the tree grows old 
with the passage of decades, 
nor as a river is old 
if it has wandered the centuries 
to carve a canyon's walls. 
My age is defeat: 
a loss of youth to youth 
as measured in tipping a balance 
from dominance to deposition: 
a lost battle from which 
comes no rematch, 
only exile. 
In flight I am alone before 
the eyes of those who watch me, 
to the clouds a mere speck, 
and all who see me more than 
witness my shape, but feel 
the weight of a shadow 
rodents have come to fear, 
by instinct more than experience; 
for few frozen in my eclipse 
have escaped the crushing blow 
of talons that are chipped and 
broken from rocks and branches of 
mountain aeries. 
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I have mated often, though 
each is as new as the first time 
I rose in circled patterns 
with a golden-crowned companion 
whose feathers grew more ruffled 
as higher above a canyon's cliffs we climbed, 
until at least five thousand feet 
above the rivered floor, 
we hovered, danced, locked talons and 
fell 
free of fear 
lost in a coupled passion 
that gave weight and speed 
to our tumbling embrace 
of feathers and wings 
that bent and strained 
from upward rushing air 
that roared in harmony with our free fall, 
which all the while was 
measured, controlled, and 
completed in perfect exhaustion, 
as we tore each other away, 
and staggered through the canyon air to 
to rest. 
I too have felt 
the weight of a shadow. 
In moments meaningless to mankind, 
I have returned to find 
my mate's brood of eggs 
buckled and smashed 
under the warmth of her own feathers. 
I have fished the oiled waters. 
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And so I choose to be solitary, 
my only companion the wind, 
who is sometimes friend and 
often foe, caressing and battering 
wings that show in feathers lost 
their weathered years of flight. 
Now there is always distance in my dreams, 
the wind from any direction I face is cold 
from fruitless searchings for game, or a mate, 
or partnership with another of my kind, 
who in our common solitude knows 
that play in aerial gymnastics 
can last but an instant, before we must be 
separate once again against the clouds. 
Never, almost never do I see 
a familiar shape, or hear 
the echoed cry of a beak's song; 
and often, when I am 
alone and afraid of loneliness, 
I lock my wings to the wind, 
and close my eyes to dream. 
